A pleaſant new Ballad of the Miller of Mansfield in Sherwood, and K. Henry tac ſecond,and 


how he was lodged at the Millers houſc, and of thei 


r pleaſant communication 


Tothe rune of, the French Lavalto. 


I Enry our Ropall Ring would ride a hunting. 

To the green Foꝛreſt mol pleaſant and fa r 

To h ive the hart chaſed the daint Does tripping 
Unto merry Sherwood his Robles repair 


Well qd, the Pifters wife poun man welcome here, 
And though J (ay ii well lodg's thou ſhalt be, 
Frech frau J will have laid on pour beo ſoh;ave, 
Gov b:own hempen ly&#ts likewiſe quoth the. 


Hawk ano Yound was unbound an things pzepar's 3 guoth the god man and when that is dene, 


Foz the ſame to the game with god regird. 
Au along Summers dap rode toe Ring pleaſantly, 
With all his Pꝛinces and Nobles tach one 


Chaſing the Hart and Yinv and he Buck gallantly, 


Tin the dark Evening inkoꝛc d them turn home, 

Chen at laſt riding taſt he has loſt quite. 

Au his I oꝛds in the wad late in dark night. 
Mandzing thus wearily all alone up and down, 
With a rude Piller he met at the laſt, 

Asking the reavy wap unto fair Nottingham. 

Sir quoth the Piller your wap pou have loft, 
Pet J think what J think truth {02 to lap, 
Pon do not likely rise out of pour way. 


Palling the judgement on me ſo bꝛtet, 
God faith qd. the Piller A viean not to flatter the, 
2 gucſſe thee to ve but ſome Gentleman Lhtef 
Stand the back in thezark light the not down, 
Acft that I pzeſentlp crack thy Knaves crown 
Thou doſt abuſe me much qv. the Kirg faping thus, 
Jam a Gcntlema 1 and lodging J lack. 
Thou vaſt not qd. the Piller on groat in thy parſe, 
All thine inheritance hangs on thy back. 
I have cold to diſcharge all that J call, 
Ik i be fozty pence J will pay al. 
Il thou beeft a true man then qv, the Piller, 
I ſwear by my Toldiſh Ile lodge the all night, 
Peres mp hend qd. our King that was J over, 
Noy ſoft q». the Miller thou maiſt be a Spꝛight. 
Beiter ale know the ere hands J will take, 
With none but honeſt men hands J wil ſhake. 
Thus they wont along to the Ptllers houſe, 
Whzre they were ſ&thing of pudding and Sonſe, 
The Piller firſt entred in then alter him the King, 
Never came he in ſo Smoky a boule. 
Now qs he let me ſ& here whar ron are, 
Naoth our King lok pour fill and do not ſpare. 


You ſhall ive with no woꝛſe then cur own Sox, 
Nay firft qv, Richard god ft i low tell me true, 
Maſt any Crie pers wit vin thy gap hole. 

Oꝛ art thounot troubled with the Scabbado, 
J pꝛap quoth our King what ttings are tholc. 
art thou n01 lolſte no2 Scabby qu. he. 

If thou beeft ſurely thou lyſt rot with me. 


Thts cauſe the King ſuddenly to laugh molt keartily 


Wil) the tears trickled down from his eyes 

Then to thefr ſupper were thep ſate g2vcrly, 

With a hot bag pudding and god Apple⸗ppos, 
Nippy Ale god and falcin « bzown bowl, 
Which did aboat the Loc 2 merrilp trowl, 


Why what doſt thou thi & of me. ad. the King morrily Here qz. the miller cod fellow le dzink to thee, 


And to all Courtnals that coxrtzous 5c, 
Ile pledge pou qd. our Bing aud ty nk pou heartitp. 
Foꝛ pour god welcome in ever degree 
And here in ike manner Jle dztak to your 904, 
Do ſo gd. Richard hut quick let tt come. 
Mile qd. the Ptiler fetch me fozth light fot. 
That we ofhisſwetneſs a little u:ay taſt. 
A fair Aeniſon paſty then bzought the foꝛth pꝛeſently 
Cat go the Piller vat fir make no watt. 
He: es dainty light fot inded ſaid our King, 
I nere befe2e eat of fo dainty a thiag. 
J wis ſafo Richara no dainty at all it is, 
Foz we dot at ot it eoery dap, 
In what plate ſata our A map be bought like to 
We never pay pennp fo? it by mi fay. (this 
From merry 5h*: wood we fetch it home here, 
Now and then we make vold wich our Rings Mert 
Then J think ſaid our King that it fs Wentſon, 
Ench fol qo. Richard fu well map ſ& that, 
Never are we without two oꝛ thꝛe in the rof, 
Ur ty well fleſhed ano excellent fat. 
Bit paethee [*p nothing where ever thou go. 
we would not fo2 two pence p king ſhould it know 


J like well thy countenance tbou haſt an honeft face, Doubt not then ſaid the King,my pꝛomiſ'd ſecreſie, 


With my Son Richard this night (halt thou lye, 
Quoth his wife by my troth tis a handſome pouth, 
Pet it ts beſt quoth his wife foz to deal wartly, 
Art not a Run-away pꝛethæ pouth tell, 
Shew me t zy paſpo2 tam all ſhall be well. 
Then the Ring pꝛeſentlp making low courteſe, 
Meth his hit in his hand thus he did lay. 
2 have n2 paſpoꝛt noꝛ never was Servito?, 
But a pw2 Tourtfer rode out of my wap, 
And foz pour kindneſſe here offered me, 
* willrequſte it in every dear, 
Then to the Piller his wife whiſpered ſecretlp, 
Su ing it ſems this youths of good kin, 
Both be his App arrell and eke by his manners, 
To turn him aut cer: ainlp it Were a great ũn, 
Mea quoth be pon map ſe he hath ſome grace 
When he 20:h :pake to his betters in place. 


The King ſhall never know moze on t fo2 me, 
A Cup of Lambs wou thep dzank unto him they, 
And then to bed they paſt pzeſentlp, 
Lhe Noble: next mo2ning went all up and down, 
Fo? to lk aut the King in every Town, 
At laſt at the Siders honſe ſon they cſpp'd him plain 
As he was mou ting uvon his fair ſten. 
To whom they came pꝛeſent iy fauing upon their kn& 
Which made the Pillers heart woſully bleed. 
Shaking and quaking befoze them hr tod, 
Lbinking ht chou o bave been hang d by the Rod. 
Thi King percetviug him tear kuli ans trembling, 
Dre w koꝛth hes Swoꝛd but nothing he ſald, 
Th Piller down) fall crying befo2e them all, 
Doubting the Bing would habe cnt of his head. 
But his kind cc urteſie there to requite, 
Gare him a liting and made him a Unieh', 
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